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 It was 7:30 pm when we reached the Chapman’s place. My sisters, who had been 
listening for the sound of the wagon, met me on the trail as I walked home. Elizabeth and 
Eva eagerly gave me all the details of their day. It seemed they had been put to work to 
do the things I usually did, and were not at all pleased. They had also found a lost hen 
stuck between two upright logs in the pig’s pen. The girls went with Tom later to bring 
home the groceries, meat and other articles I had bought in Lacombe. Quite an orgy of 
shopping for me that day; I very rarely went to shop, as my sister was fonder of that job 
than I was, hence her displeasure when she found me away in the morning. I sometimes 
wished she had gone in my place and got all the jolts and bumps. I was quite stiff the next 
day, but as it was Sunday I could rest a bit and read. 
 The fruit that summer was very plentiful. Gooseberries and raspberries grew on 
the beaver dam below the house and to the west end of the slough and near the ravine that 
takes an end just there. An old Indian once told my father that fifty years before we lived 
there, there had been lots of beaver around, there was a large four roomed beaver house 
not far from the dam. We found Dew berries, something like raspberries only growing on 
a trailing vine on the hillsides. And black currants along the creek in the ravine. There 
were also Saskatoon’s, choke cherries and high bush berries, as large as tame 
gooseberries, with long blooms, dark red in color and when cooked tasted like black 
currants. I never found out their name but they made lovely jam and jelly. Late in 
September, there came lots of cranberries too. They were very sour and it took a lot of 
sugar to make jelly from them. I picked, canned by cold pack and preserved sixty quarts 
of wild fruit that summer and fall, starting with strawberries which were plentiful in June. 
Blueberries, the old stand by, were also a good crop and I made jam from them too. We 
all enjoyed it. The wild fruit was a great help to our menu. The first year, we had no 
variety and had to rely on dried prunes and apples to help out the blueberries. 
 Then we bought another pig, a large white Yorkshire sow. She became a great 
nuisance and was always getting out of her pen; once she followed the men folk through 
the bush for three miles. To the top of Arnold’s hill. We hunted all over for her and 
finally found her in the middle of the muskeg, in the late afternoon. She was tired out 
with her journey, covered with mud and glad to get to her pen to be fed. No more bother 
with her that night. The next day the men decided to put a ring in her snout so we all went 
down to the barn to watch and see how it was done. We all had a grudge against her, as 
she always came grunting around the kitchen door just at dinner time and a grand chase 
we had to get her back in the pen and then usually returned to the house to a cold dinner. 
 My father sat on her back to hold her while my brother put the ring in her snout. 
At the first touch, off she went. my father hanging on to her and riding her. We all 
laughed so much we could do nothing to help; and father calling to us to head her off at 
the fence. My stepmother waved her white apron and we all chased after her with sticks 
but it took a long time to corner her, and drive her into the pen. That was where they 
finally barricaded her and ringed her for good. 
